The George Sand*

CLX.    To GEORGE SAND

Monday morning, 11 o'clock

I felt that something unpleasant had happened to you, be-
cause I had just written to you for news when your letter was
brought to me this morning, I fished mine back from the
porter; here is a second one.

Poor dear master! How uneasy you must have been and
Madame Maurice also. You do not tell me what he had
(Maurice). In a few days before the end of the week, write
to confirm to me that everything has turned out well. The
trouble lies, I think, with the abominable winter from which
we are emerging! One hears of nothing but illnesses and
funerals I My poor servant is still at the Dubois hospital, and
I am distressed when I go to see him. For two months now
he has been confined to his bed suffering horribly.

As for me, I am better. I have read prodigiously. I have
overworked, but now I am almost on my feet again. The mass
of gloom that I have in the depths of my heart is a little larger,
that is all. But, in a little while, I hope that it will not be
noticed. I spend my days in the library of the Institute. The
Arsenal library lends me books that I read in the evening, and
I begin again the next day. I shall return home to Croisset
the first of May. But I shall see you before then. Everything
will get right again with the sun.

The lovely lady in question made to me, for you, the most
proper excuses, asserting to me that "she never had any inten-
tion of insulting genius."

Certainly, I shall be glad to meet M. Favre; since he is a
friend of yours I shall like him.
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